So much publicity did it draw that unde Winston
remarked "I have no wish to be known as the uncle
of Esmond Romilly."
In a warm sheltered drawing-room, with white
chintz curtains and a polished Sheraton table with
cocktail glasses mirrored in its glossy surface, we had
last met. We walked out together as the orderlies
wiped away the greasy remains of the meal into dirty
buckets.
Esmond Romilly told me how on a bicycle he had
crossed France, had lost his passport in Bordeaux, his
wallet in Marseilles and had begged his food till he
had found a boat-load of volunteers leaving for
Valencia. On Spanish soil, he had joined the Russian
contingent, as sounding the most orthodox* Twenty-
five^strong, they were a curious body, he afterwards
discovered that they were not the hordes of Moscow,
but White Russians from Paris, anxious to prove their
good faith and return to Mother Russia and Stalin
the New Little Father.
Every night, they would sing Russian laments, as
the wine flowed they became less melancholy and
usually concluded with * wild gipsy choruses, orthodox
to a degree, they ended with the International They
numbered in their ranks an ex-general, who for ever
drew plans of the Crimean campaign, several ex-
colonels, a Baron who had been unwise enough to try
and blackmail the wealthy American who kept
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